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yet. But in the substance of earth and heaven
forces are already at work. Invisible and secret.
Christmas Eve in 1867. At this distance the
period begins to look extremely interesting,, but
to those living then it was a drab time. After
the meal Maija tried to strike up a hymn, but
she began on too low a note and the others were
unable to join in. She gave up after a couple of
verses.

Jussi's mood was composed of the vague
impressions left by his experiences of the day.
The childish visit to Pig Hill grew to the dimen-
sions of a Christmas adventure, the smell of
turnip stew symbolized a Christmas feast, father's
vagaries served to revive old memories-, and after
the meal he sat down again on the mouldy
straw. Sleep came at last to round off the faint
illusions awakened by this tiny chain of
incidents.

Penjami had always driven beggars away from
the house. But this Christmas the first batch
of vagrants to arrive succeeded in gaining a foot-
hold of a kind at Nikkila. The family had
hardly lain down to sleep when an old woman
wormed her way into the living-room with two
children whose mother she declared had died on
the road. As old Penjami failed to wake up,
they were allowed to spend the night on the
musty straw. Their arrival woke Jussi to a semi-
conscious state, enough for the picture of these